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The August sun glares on the shaven faces, white gaiters, "and white cross-
belts of the English, who are to fight for their lives while sweating under a
quarter-hundredweight in knapsack and pouches, and with firelocks heavy as
' putlogs. They occupy a group of heights, but their position is one of great
danger, the land abruptly terminating two miles behind their backs in lofty
cliffs overhanging the Atlantic. The French occupy the valleys in the
English front, and this distinction between the two forces strikes the eye—the
red army is accompanied by scarce any cavalry, while the blue is strong in
that arm.
DUMB SHOW
The battle is begun with alternate moves that match each other like those
of a chess opening. junot makes an oblique attack by moving a division to
his right; wellesley moves several brigades to his left to balance it.
\ A column of six thousand French then climbs the hill against the English
centre, and drives in those who are planted there. The English artillery
checks its adversaries, and the infantry recover and charge the baffled French
down the slopes. Meanwhile the latter1 s cavalry and artillery are attacking
the village itself, and, rushing on a few squadrons of English dragoons
stationed there, cut them to pieces. A dust is raised by this ado, and moans
of men and shrieks of horses are heard. Close by the carnage the little
Maceira stream continues to trickle unconcernedly to the sea,
On the English left five thousand French infantry, having ascended to the
ridge and maintained a stinging musket-fire as sharply returned, are driven
down by the bayonets of six English regiments. Thereafter a brigade of the
French, the northernmost, finding that the others have pursued to the bottom
and are resting after the effort, surprise them and bayonet them back to their
original summit. The see-saw is continued by the recovery of the English,
who again drive their assailants down.
The French army pauses stultified, till, the columns uniting, they fall
back towards the opposite hills. The English, seeing that their chance has
come, are about to pursue and settle the fortunes of the day. But a
messenger dispatched from a distant group is marked riding up to the large-
nosed man with a telescope and an Indian sword who, his staff around him,
has been directing the English movements. He seems astonished at the
message, appears to resent it, and pauses with a gloomy look. But he
sends countermands to his generals, and the pursuit ends abortively.
The French retreat without further molestation by a circuitous march
into the great road to Torres Ve'dras by which they carne, leaving nearly two
thousand dead and wounded on the slopes they have quitted.
Dumb Show ends and the curtain draws

